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"Table's set," Rob announced as he entered the kitchen "The food's been delivered We're ready to celebrate’ 
James merely grunted. He was leaning against the kitchen counter, arms crossed over his chest 

Lars exchanged glances with Rob. "Hey, man," he said. "Its your birthday. Shouldn't you be happy?" 

"Who says Im not?" James threw back at him, his tone sharp as brittle glass. 


Lars raised an eyebrow. "Well, from where I'm standing you're doing your ‘I'm pissed off and | don't wanna talk 
about it impression" 


"If you know | don't wanna talk about it, why the hell are you asking me shit?" James growled at him. 


"Because I'm doing *my* impression of ‘| don't give a fuck what James wants. I'm gonna get to the bottom of 
this." Lars grinned at him. 


"Which means you might as well give it up. Lars is gonna get his way. You know it and | know it," Rob said, 


taking a seat at the table. 
James frowned at him. 


"What? | may have been in the band only a short time, but I'm familiar with these impressions.way familiar." 


Rob leaned back in his chair. 


"Hey, we all agreed to hire him. So quit looking at him like you wanna kill him. I'm not in the mood to audition 


other bassists" Lars rolled his eyes. 

"What the fuck?" James glared at Lars. “It's my birthday. Why the hell are you picking on me?" 
Lars grinned. "Cause it's so much fun Seriously, what the fuck's the matter with you?" 

"You aren't gonna let up, are you?" 


"Course not, Missekat. Over twenty years together and you think I'm gonna let this go? Get real. You should 
know me better than that. It's in the best friend job description to help you out 


Oh, is that what you're doing?" 

"Fuck. Just spit it out so we can enjoy your fucking birthday!" 

The smile on James‘ face was fleeting. "Interesting way to get me to open up, Uli.” 
"l'm waiting." 

James sighed. "He's not here.” 

"Wow, Lars,” Rob said. "That didn't take nearly as long as | thought it would” 

"Aw, shut up," James muttered. 


"Now, now, James." Lars wagged his finger. "Remember. We made a promise to be nice to the bass player. 


Right?" Dropping the light tone, Lars laid a hand on the singer's arm. "Are you talking about Kirk?" 


"Who the fuck else would | be talking about?" James shouted. "You can count, can't you? There are three of us 


here, Uli. Three when there should be four. Where the fuck is he? He never misses my birthday. Never." 


"Will you just calm the fuck down?" Lars squeezed a tense muscle. "You said dinner was at 1:30. Its only about 
a quarter of eight. So he's late, but not by much. Give him a few minutes before you blow a fuse." 


"Fuck!" James spun away from Lars and yanked open the refrigerator door. He grabbed a soda and took a long 


swallow. "Fuck. Fuck. | fucking hate this." 


Lars glanced over at Rob who shrugged. "Okay, James, you wanna tell me what's really going on here? It's not 


just that he's late, is it?" 

‘Its my birthday." James stared hard at Lars. "You know what happens on my birthday." 

Lars rubbed at his forehead. "Yeah. What's wrong? | thought you enjoyed it" 

"| do. God, | do." James fiddled with the label on the soda bottle. "But--but its only *once* a fucking year." 
"| think | see where this is going," Lars murmured, smiling a little. 

The doorbell rang before James could respond. 

"lll get it" Rob rose from his chair and left the room. 

"Does Rob know about--?" James frowned. 


Lars nodded. "Actually he does. But that's not the point here. Look, if you're upset with the status quo, you 
need to talk to Kirk about it." 


"Easier said than done." 

"You are one stubborn fuck, you know that?" Lars shook his head as Kirk and Rob entered the room. 
Kirk was smiling. "Happy--" 

"Where the fuck have you been?" James took a step toward Kirk. 


"Birthday?" Kirk stumbled back, his smile sliding from his face. "Uh, I'm sorry Im late. | just had to stop by and 
pick up the birthday cake." He set the box he was carrying on the kitchen table. 


Lars glared at James. "Don't worry about it, Quirk. You aren't really late. James is just having some fucking 


issues.” 


Kirk tucked a strand of hair behind his ear. "Um, it's not because you're over forty, is it? Because it really 


isn't that bad--" 


"Nol | don't care what the fuck my age is." 
Kirk let out a breath. "Something's obviously bothering you, man. If it isn't the age thing, what is it?" 


"Damn it. It's my fucking birthday. It only comes once a fucking year." James slammed the bottle down on the 


counter and stormed from the room. 
Kirk stared after him, mouth open. 
"| don't get it, Lars," Rob said. "What the fuck did that mean?" 


"Remember | told you about the special gift Kirk gives to James for his birthday every year?" Lars asked, 


voice quiet. 
Rob blushed. "Yeah. | thought it was kind of neat. Special." 
"Ja, true enough. But it seems the Mighty Hetfield wants something different" 


Kirk spun around and looked at him. "Something different? What do you mean? | thought he enjoyed it. Are you 


saying he's unhappy? He wants to stop?" Kirk's eyes seemed to grow impossibly wide. 


"No, man," Lars answered. "That wasn't the vibe | was getting. | think what he wants to do is, um, change the 


arrangement. | get the feeling he wants more than once a year." Lars grinned. "You might wanna renegotiate." 
"Renegotiate, huh?" Kirk licked his lips. "You sure that's what he wants?" 

Lars shrugged. "You won't know unless you ask him." 

Kirk nodded. "Yeah, you're right. I'll do it" He squared his shoulders and managed a step before turning back. "If 
you and Rob want to go ahead and eat that's fine. You probably won't see either one of us for the rest of the 
night. Once | get this mess straightened out, we'll both be, uh, occupied" 

"Good luck," Lars said. 


Kirk just grinned at him and left the room. 


"You know, | thought their arrangement was cute, but a little weird," Rob admitted as he looped an arm around 


Lars‘ shoulders. 
"The two of them have always been a little weird," Lars responded. 


"Yeah. | mean, come on. Who else would come up with the idea of only sleeping together once a year?" 


"Shit, you know the first time was by accident, right?" Lars leaned his head against Rob's chest. "It was before 
James went into rehab and stopped drinking. It was his birthday and they ended up celebrating a little too 


much. Know what | mean?" 


"Yeah. | still don't get why only once a year, though. You'd think that once they figured out how much they 
liked it, they couldn't get enough." 


"Aw, see, Rob. That might have worked for *normal* people. We've already established that James and Kirk 
are weird. At that point, Kirk had been experimenting--playing around--whatever you want to call it, for years. 
The Mighty Het, however, was still doing the stereotypical macho bullshit associated with being a bad-ass 
heavy metal singer. So they worked out this deal to only sleep together on his birthday. It's a *gift®. Just two 
friends fooling around. No strings, no issues." 

"Screwed up. Fucking screwed up." Rob shook his head. 

"Yeah, | think James has finally figured out that some things need to change." 

" hope it works out," Rob murmured. 

"It will," Lars said. "They've been denying themselves for a long time." 

"Thank god we didn't have to go through all of that." Rob kissed the top of Lars‘ head. 

"Love you, Tru." Lars kissed the side of Rob's neck. 

"Love you, too. Come on. We should work on our own *arrangement*.’ 

"Well, Kirk pretty much told us we had the night to ourselves." 

Rob wiggled his eyebrows before winding his arms around Lars and hugging him tightly. 

EEEEELEEELSE 

Kirk cleared his throat, trying to get James to turn around and look at him. But the birthday boy continued to 
stare out the window even if it was too dark to see anything but the outline of the trees surrounding his 
property. "James?" 

‘Sorry | ruined my birthday," James said in a low voice. 


"Hey, no big deal. Is your birthday. You can cry if you want to." 


James turned to him. A small smile graced his lips as he shook his head. "You're crazy, Quirk. | can't believe 


you said that.” 
"It got you to smile, didn't it?" Kirk asked, his voice soft. "That's all | wanted" 


"You always make me smile," James admitted. "You make me laugh. Make me think. Even make me crazy. But 


most of all, you make me happy. And not just on my birthday." 


Kirk blinked, feeling wetness gather at the corner of his eyes. "J--James | don't know what to say. Just 


that..you're special to me, too." 
James gathered Kirk close. "We need to talk." 


"Is this about your birthday gift?" Kirk looked up at him. "Lars says you're tired of our arrangement. That 


sleeping together on your birthday isn't what you want anymore." 

"What the fuck?" James held Kirk at arms’ length. "Lars doesn't know what the fuck he's talking about. | want 
to make love to you on my birthday, Noisy Thing. On yours, too. | want to sleep with you every day of the 
year. | want you beside me, tucked against me. | want to wrap myself around you and hold you close in the 


night. Don't you get it? | don't just want you on my birthday. | want you all the time." He shook Kirk a little. 


Kirk smiled, his hands settling on James‘ hips. "I know, Het. | just wanted to hear you say it. It was quite a 
mouthful. | really wasn't expecting all of that." 


James drew him close again, kissing him lightly on the lips. "Mouthful? HI show you mouthful” 
Promises, promises” Kirk was backed against the couch and gently lowered onto the supple leather. 

James tugged off the t-shirt Kirk wore between kisses. "Gotta touch you. Gotta taste you. Gotta have you" 
"Im all yours. For always" Kirk caressed James’ cheek 


James gripped Kirk's wrist, holding the hand to his face, as he pulled back to gaze at his lover. "| hope you 
mean that because it's a done deal. | need you by my side, Kirk" 


"No place I'd rather be," Kirk murmured. "Wanna shake on it?" 


"Cheeky fuck" There was a hint of amusement in James‘ voice. "| think we've beat this stupid metaphor to 


death." He tugged a dark nipple between his teeth and teased it with his tongue. 


"Y--yeah. You're right," Kirk gasped, his body arching in pleasure. "Please. Gotta feel you against me. Wanna 


touch you. Please..." 


"You got it, Noisy Thing," James whispered against Kirk's chest, nibbling a little at the skin before pulling away. 


Kirk whimpered, reaching out for him. 


James grabbed his hand and kissed the palm. "Just a minute, Baby. Be a little patient. Trust me, itll be worth 
it" He let go and reached for the button of his jeans. 


Kirk swallowed and fumbled for his own zipper. As quickly as he could, he shimmied out of his pants and 
underwear and kicked them to the floor. He reached out and glided his fingertips across James’ bare stomach, 
flicking at a nipple on an upward pass. "You're so..you're so..." His hand trembled. 

"You don't have to say anything, Hamlet." James lowered Kirk to the sofa and hovered above him. 

"N--no, | want to. I'm just having trouble finding the right words." Kirk pulled James closer, their faces now 
only inches apart. "Ever since I've known you, you've reminded me of a lion--all growl and grace, prowling 
around the stage. It's like you've got this strength of spirit that can't be caged" He tugged on a lock of hair 
and chuckled. "You used to have the mane for it, too." 

"I am a Leo," James murmured, brushing his lips against Kirk's. 

"Yeah. Perfect, isn't it?" 

"You're the one who's perfect, Kirk. Like an angel.” James nuzzled at Kirk's neck. "Granted, a wicked angel, but 
still an angel. You're a contrast of dark and light. You're the only person | know who can set me on fire yet fill 


me with an inner peace." 


"You know," Kirk said, sliding his arms around James and caressing the broad back. "This is the most we've 


ever shared with each other. l'm glad we talked. But, do you think we can just get to the fucking now?" 
James threw his head back and laughed. "I love you, you know that? | just love you." 

Kirk smiled up at him, planting a soft kiss to his shoulder. "I love you, too. Now show me." 

"That | can do. But, Kirk, one thing." 

"Yeah?" Kirk asked a little breathless. 

"We're not fucking anymore. Its making love." 

"Then make love to me, James." 

James bent his head and kissed him in answer. 


The End 


